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invincible, he says. Therefore I will not be at war with it
but draw my bow at a venture. Whither the arrow goes I
know not, but into an air it goes where there are powers to
raise and sustain it.
In these thoughts Lewis was quietened. He took down
volume after volume from the shelves. They were written
in many languages, but more of them in English and
French than in Dutch. Here, he perceived, was a library
of great range, but, above all, an assembly of the seventeenth
century; and, seeing that many of the books were not old
but came from the press forty or fifty years ago, he con-
cluded that Dirk van Leyden had contemplated some vast
work—a history of seventeenth-century Europe, perhaps—
and had industriously added to the library that his an-
cestors had bequeathed to him. Yet scarcely of Europe;
the range, though wide, was not wide enough; too many
of the books looked upon England. He must have had an
English track of his own, Lewis thought, but there's no
telling what it was—the constitution, the Church, the
Puritan   divisions,   foreign  affairs,   domestic  manners,
there's material here for the study of them all. He felt a
friendly sympathy with Dirk, for this was a period of
English life that had long fascinated him. His imagination
continued to hover over the seventeenth century, and
with a volume of Evelyn in his hands he thought: When
Evelyn was a boy of ten there were people who could tell
him of the Armada in their own childhood—Elizabethans
through and through; when he was old, Blenheim had been
fought. And he imagined the many others far from White-
hall,  respectable townsmen,   small  gentlemen  in  the
country, who had been engaged in the changing fortunes
of the period. What a story might be written of oat of
them, the pivot, perhaps, of a numerous family, divided
and redivided against itself by conflicting loyalties. At
one end of the tale would be the conservatism—the very
odd conservatism—of the surviving Elizabethans, grand-
parents in the opening scenes; at the other, the children
of the eighteenth century would be looking back with
cultivated indifference on the moral heats of the past; and.
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